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IT IS A WELL-REMEMBERED FACT, at least in certain 
circles, that in the year 184 —the quiet little city of Darbury, in western 
Massachusetts, was for a brief interlude of blackness completely in the 
grip of mortal terror. From time eternal, darkness has brought fear; and 
the darkness that swept down on the streets and homes of Darbury, 






the age of ninety-four. In his musty rooms today I prowled from one 
shelf to another until, by some queer twist of fortune, I picked up an 
old, withered thing in red leather covers. The title of it was Creatures of 
the beyond— strangely significant in view of the yellow manuscript that 
lay between its pages! 
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But the contents needed no detailed study. They were inscribed in the 
same strained characters, and the words were these: 

" You are perhaps prepared, for death. Doctor MoUer ? If not, 
prepare yourself, for you have less than twenty-four hours to live. 














For a moment I stood there In the hall, undecided whether to turn 
and run or to advance further. The living darkness was in my eyes, 
in my throat, vibrant with its high-pitched whirring sound and hideous, 
with a stench of fetid decay. It dung here, in the corridor of Pedersen’s 
home, a thousand times more ugly than in the street outside. It was 
stalking me. 
























Breathing, I call it! God, that sound! Like a gigantic slug the thing 
enveloped Vernon’s chair —and it was eating! I could hear the sucking 
of its unseen maw. I could hear its shapeless lips — if it had lips — drool¬ 
ing blood and tearing flesh. I could hear bones snapping, splintering, 
grinding... 

People have asked me, since that night of inferno, why I refuse to work 
over the operating-table; why I shudder at the sight of torn flesh. They 
say I am getting old and fearful of using the knife. But no fear of old 

Before nfy eyes the vile thing moved. Would to God I had stepped 
back out of range of vision; but I stood there, transfixed, and watched. 
The monster slithered sidewise, to fasten itself more securely on its vic¬ 
tim. For perhaps five seconds I gazed upon the mangled, pulpy shape 
beneath it—the pitful form which had once been Vernon. 
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for the instrument he had worked fifty years to perfect was strong enough 
to overcome physical weakness. He had been dying when I dragged him 
through that strange glare of light to the safety of the corridor. He was 
dead when I found him. 

I did not remain long. When I reached the street outside, the sun was 
once again a crimson ball in the evening sky, and that vicious darkness, 
with its accompanying cold, was a thing of the past. 
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unusual man; more interested in playing the harp than toying with a 
bride." 

"That is true and causes me deep concern. In times past our men have 
taken their women with right hand or left; he uses both hands equally 

"So I’ve heard. Many told me of his swordplay with both hands. I 
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The Sword And The Eagle 35 


"Why must that be? We have no enemies to make war upon us." 

"Far to the east there is a mighty, city called Rome," the little man 
explained. "The rulers are never satisfied but are always foraying into 
far lands to kill, conquer, and hold all folk in slavery. At present their 
army, under a Lord called Caesar, is advancing through Gaul. They cut 
a path through the dark forests and build roads. When they come to a 
river they bridge it with logs and cross dry-shod. Their soldiers are 
gathered in companies called legions and, so far, even the mightiest of 
the Gauls have been unable to withstand them. Some day they will reach 
your land, kill the men, make slaves of the women, and rear the young 
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A Brooding Grim Tale of Gathering Horror in Ark- 
ham. Not to be Read After Dark. A Tale That Will 
Give You Gooseflesh. 
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What dread horror lurked In the room of Eliphas Snod¬ 
grass? What was the unspeakable secret revealed in the 
awful pages of the accursed NECRONOMICON ? Where 



I DO NOT KNOW what strange thing came over me when 
I determined on my investigation of the mysterious doings of Eliphas 
Snodgrass that winter in ’39. There are things that it is better no man 
know, and there are mysteries that should remain forever hidden from 
mortal knowledge. The whereabouts of Eliphas Snodgrass during the 




I first heard of Eliphas Snodgrass when I was visiting my aunt Eu¬ 
lalia Barker, at her home in East Arkham, in the bade districts 

amongst the oldest in America, not only in the origin of its white settlers 
(it was settled by several boatloads of surly bondsmen brought over on 
the packet Nancy B. in 1647, commanded by the time-befogged Captain 
Hugh Quinge, about whom little is known save that it is believed that he 
was part Hindoo and that he married an Irish girl from'Cork under 
mysterious circumstances) but in other elder traditions. My maiden-aunt 











a while, the house would be thrown into a paroxysm of l__ 
by unearthly screeches and a howling that would usually be cut off sh 
in a manner dreadful to contemplate. When queried as to the nature 
these noises, Eliphas would turn coldly, and, fixing the inquirer v, 
a chilly stare, mumble something about trouble with his radio. 

NATURALLY, YOU WILL UNDERSTAND how grimly < 
turbing these things were. And, since I owed my aunt Euh 
a debt which I dare not explain here, I felt it incumbent upon me to r 
a brief inquiry into Eliphas 1 doings. I secured entry to the 










I well remember the night of September 1 
typical hot day of late summer; toward e 
the sun set, a high wind sprang up. Dark 
of nowhere and very shortly a gale was 1 




I WAS AWAKENED in the morning by the insistent ringing 
f the telephone. My aunt, who answered it, knocked on the door shortly 

ad been the resting point of the odd lightning. Nothing was damaged, 
ut Eliphas Snodgrass was missing. 

I rushed over. As I neared the house, I could sense the smell, and 
pon crossing the threshold, I was virtually bowled over by the odor 
f dead and decaying fish which permeated the place. The stench had 
)me when the lightning struck, Mrs. Snodgrass told me, and they were 
ying desperately to air it out. It had been much worse than it was 
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Though I had unwittingly committed the first required acts of desecra¬ 
tion, and had unwillingly undergone a sort of indecent communion with 
the dead spirits that apparently abound in the San Giuseppe church, I 
had not completed the first rite. My only hope now is to die while the 
good in me can still overpower the steadily growing evil influence that 
is corrupting my mind and body like a leprosy. I have lost all that I 






MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


FOR WOMEN , ONLY 

f i M* 

• ISODYNAMICS 










“Sfte Sit (l 

&f ^Dcvtf s 

by (^Robert cfllverberg 


(author of The Unbeliever) 





MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


58 


cold. I'm not staying long, you see." 

Narin frowned intently. There was something strange about the in¬ 
tonation of the boy's vowels. But still, they had understood each other 
perfectly. 

"Come up here, boy. I want to talk to you." 

Spiderlike, the boy scampered up the hillside, vaulting agilely over the 
railing of Narin's terrace. He landed cat-like, feet-first, and saluted. 

"Where are you from ?" Narin asked. 

"Rigel Six, sir. My name's Jorid Dason. I'm eleven years old." 

Narin nodded.His guess had been accurate. "Tell me-how did you 


"Sure. You fix your co-ordinates and do the spin, and the overlap¬ 
ping brings you across. Don't you know ?" 

"No," Narin said. "I don't. It brings you here immediately?" 

"Of course." 

Narin had forgotten how tar away Rigel was; but certainly it was 
a journey of many weeks, even by the fastest null warp ship. Yet the 
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take the pictures; then we need trouble you no more." 

The young news photographer set up his camera at de Grandln's orders, 
taking several profile views of the dead girl. Finally he raised the instru¬ 
ment till its lens looked directly down upon the calm, still face, and snapped 
a final picture. 

Next day the photographs were broadcast to the papers with the caption: 
"Who Knows Her? Mystery woman, found wandering to the streets of 
Harrisonville, N. J., was taken to the psychopathic ward of City Hospital, 
but managed to escape. Next morning she was found dead from exposure 








Echo. Will I take 'im over to th' coroner': 

"Might as well," I answered. "Ask 1 
body; then, if he still thinks he knows 
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"U'm?" de Grandin murmured thoughtfully, drawing at his cigar. 
Then, as the other remained silent: 

the young man with a cat-stare of unwinking vigilance, alert to note the 
slightest sign betokening that the visitor had greater knowledge of the case 
than the meager information in the newspaper supplied. 

Young Kimble shook his head. "I'm afraid not,” he replied. "I hadn't 

paused a moment, fumbling nervously with his cigar, then: "Whatever I 
may say will be regarded confidentially ?" he asked. 

"But certainly,” de Grandin answered. 















sister living. It was nearly dark when we reached the grave, and she had 
to. kneel to make out the inscription on the stone. Then she went down, 
like a mother bending by a crib, and whispered to the grass above her 
baby's face, 'Good-night, little son; good-night and happy dreams; I'll 

'Oh, God,' she cried, 'there won't be any morning! Oh, my baby; my 
litde baby boy! They took you from me and killed you, little son —they 
and their God!' 

"And then beside her baby's grave she rose and held her hands up to 
the sky and cursed the father who begot her and who had done this thing 
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puzzle is more mystifying. 

"Then we do find poor Madame Humealldead. The outward evidence 
says 'suicide!' but I find the hidden proof of murder. Murder by the 
roomal of the Thags of India. Que diable? The Thags are worshippers 
of Kali, the Black Goddess, who is a sort of female devil, a disreputable 
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signal," Costello ordered the men waiting in the limousine. 

Down Hopkins Street, shabby, down-at-the-heel thoroughfare that it 
was, we walked with all the appearance of nonchalance we could muster, 

"Dame!" de Grandin swore. "Cest singulier. Can we have— ah, 
regardesvous, mes amis !". The tiny fountain-pen searchlight he had 













"What'll I do wid 'im. Sergeant?" He turned inquiringly to Costello. 

"Put th' joolry on 'im an' slap 'im in th' wagon wid th' other guy," 
the sergeant answered. 

"I got you," Hornsby replied, saluting and twisting his hand more 
tightly in the prisoner's collar. "Come on, bozo," he shook the captive by 
way of emphasis, "you an' me’s goto' bye-bye." 

"And now, my sergeant, for the strategy," de Gran din announced. 
"Renouard, Friend Trowbridge and I shall go ahead. Too many enter¬ 
ing at once would surely advertise our coming. The doors are locked 


and that one threw away the keys. He had been well instructed. To 





MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


search for them would take up too much time, and time is what 


cannot well afford to waste. Therefore you will await us here, and when 
I blow my whistle you will raid the place. And oh, my friend, do not 





Inside the storehouse all was darker than a cellar, but by the darting 
ray of de Grandin's flashlight we finally descried a flight of dusty stairs 
spiraling upward to a lightless void. We crept up these, found ourselves 
in a wide and totally empty loft, then, after casting about for a moment, 
found a second flight of stairs and proceeded to mount them. 


'The trail is warm— pardieu, it is hot!" he murmured. "Come, my 
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and deeply etched with wrinkles, hard-shaven like an actor's or a priest's 
and in it burned a pair of big, sad eyes— eyes like Lucifer's as he broods 
upon the high estate from which he fell.. His mouth was tight-lipped, but 
very red, drooping at the corners, the mouth of an ascetic turned volup¬ 
tuary. His body, in odd contrast to his face, seemed curiously youth hi 1, 
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rising and Calling with persistent, pulsating quavers like the almost tune¬ 
less airs which Eastern fakirs play upon their pipes when the serpents 

And as the tremulous melody burst forth the curtains parted once 
again and a girl ran out into the zone of candlelight. For a moment she 
poised on tiptoe, and a gasp of savage and incredulous delight came from 
the company. Very lovely she was, violet-eyed, daffodil-haired, with a 
body white as petals of narcissi dancing in the wind. Her constume gleam¬ 
ed and glittered in the flickering candlelight, encasing her slim frame from 
hips to armpits like a coiled green hawser. It was a fifteen-foot live 

As she moved lithely through the figures of her slow, gliding dance to 
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shining instruments and stood back, waiting, a sort of awful eagerness 
upon their faces. 

"Do what thou wilt; this shall be the whole of the law !" the red priest 
chanted. 

"Love is the law; love free, and unbound," the congregation intoned. 

"Do what thou wilt shall be the law," the priest repeated; "therefore 
be ye goodly, dress ye in all fine raiment, eat rich foods and drink sweet 
wines, even wines that foam. Also take thy fill of love, when and with 
whom ye will. Do what thou wilt; this is the law." 

The women gathered round the kneeling convert, screening her from 
view, as the red priest called: 

"Is not this better than the death-in-life of slaves who serve the Slave- 
God and go oppressed with consciousness of sin, vainly striving after 

The red-robed women started back and left the space before the altar 
open. In the candle-lighted clearing, the altarlights reflected in the jewels 
which glimmered in her braided hair, knelt the convert, stripped of her 
enshrouding veils, dad only in her own white beauty. The red priest 
turned, took something from the glowing fire-pot — 

A short, half-strangled exdamation broke from the kneeling girl as 
she half started to her feet, but three watchtul red-robed women sprang 




women returned in chorus as they stepped forward, bent and raised 
Alice Hume between them. Quickly, like skilled tiring women working 
at their trade, they lifted off her yellow robe with its decorations of gy¬ 
rating devils, drew the glinting ruby rings from her toes and fingers, 
unhooked the flashing pendants from the holes bored through her ears. 
Then they unloosed her hair, and as the doven tide of silken tresses 
rippled down, took her by the hands and led her slowly up the stair- 










chalice thick-inlaid with gems, the heavy, hand-chased paten with its freight 
of small, red waters, and the yellow plate shone brightly in the candle¬ 
light, its reflection casting halos of pale gold upon the ivory flesh. 

The red priest mounted quickly to the altar, genuflected with his back 
to it, and called out: "Introibo ad altare Dei— I will go up into the altar 
of God." 

Rapidly the rite proceeded. The fifty-second Psalm — quid gloriaris —. 
was said, but blasphemously garbled, God's name deleted and the Devil's 
substituted, so that it read: "Why boastest thou thyself, thou tyrant, that 
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some accursed Oriental drug; I heard the wail which slowly grew in 
volume, yet which had a curiously muffled quality about it, the wail which 
ended in a litde strangling, suffocated bleat! 

I knew! Though not a Catholic, I had attended mass with Catholic 
friends too often not to know. The priest had said the sacred words of* 
intention, and in a church the deacon would pour wine, the subdeacon 


in the chalice. But this was not a church; this was a temple dedi- 



yet with something wrongaboutit. S^^^rLdh^^d^vebceTno^ 
in their cadences were dipped and twisted in their endings. 


And now another voice—fin abominably guttural voice with a note 
of hellish chuckling laughter in it —was answering the priest, still in that 
unknown tongue. It rose and fell, gurgled and chuckled obscenely, and 

thunder fills the summer sky. Sweat broke out on my forehead. Luckily 
for me I had been seated by my captors; otherwise I should have fallen 
where I stood. As surely as I knew my heart was hammering against 





pay through the nose for this il 
The red priest's deep voia 
and earnestly repent you of 
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selves In a narrow alleyway, darker than a moonless midnight, but 
with a single feeble spot of light diluting the blackness at its farther 
end, where the weak rays of a Bickering gas street lamp batded with the 
gloom. 

"Now what?" the little Frenchman asked. "Why do we stand here 
like a flock of silly sheep afraid to enter through a gate ? Why — " 

"S : s-str our guide's sharp hiss shut him off. "I think they’re waiting 
for us our there, they — ha? I knew it!" 

The faintly glowing reflection of the street lamp's light was shut off' 
momentarily as a man’s form bulked in the alley exit. 

ttoif from^the chm P " hTwh^p^widfa nod toward Alta! "Wfllymi 
not put your robe upon her ? I shall require mine for disguise a Utde 

"All right," I answered, slipping off my scarlet cassock and draping 
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"Come to Doctor Trowbridge's when you have t .. _ _ 

man all safely in the jail," he addedas we made off toward my car. "We 
shall have much to tell you." 

"But it was the only way, mon vieux de Grandin patiendy explain- 














we know of one, at 1 










breast and the half-light 


telling us she was alive at all. 



wr itin g appearing supernaturally, a spirit-message on a medium's blank 
slate. Recorded, somehow, in her intelligence—or, rather, perceptiveity.— 
they in nowise altered the paper-blankness of her lace. 

Docilely, mechanically and unquestioningly, like one who walks in 
sleep, she rose from the bed, paced slowly across die room, took up the 
tray of matches and struck one. 

"Hold!’"de Gran din cried abrupdy as she thrust her finger in the 
flame, but the order came a thought too late. 
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oolong for him outside the place 
lally I compromised by going in 




other blacks were sull 
leopard depredations. 


. Not a word could 
id they shut up like 
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